AN  AMERICAN  IN  THE   MAKINC
lawns, and washed dishes, and waited on tables, a did a score of other odd jobs to make ends meet; bi then, I was an immigrant without parents and withe resources. If I hud the means, I thought, I woi rather not engage in all lhe.se exira-munil activiti and devote all my time to .study and reereation. I among the other dish-washers at the club I learned th< were j'oung men whose; fathers had large farms or 1 businesses in the little towns. Why, I wondered, < they not support their sons through college decent' Then I made the interesting discovery that they < not wont to be supported; that not to be aupporl was their idea of going through college decently, revolved that idea through my head until I got It showed me the Missourian in a new light, could almost forgive him his indifference to null discussions.
If I was by degrees being turned into an Ameri< my friend and room-mate was learning a few thJb about the Ghetto and finding them not hull so repula as he had thought. On several occattiorui Harvey tened with intercut to exccrpta from Yiddish literal: which I translated for htm from periodicals wad pi phlete I had brought with me. Now mid then brother Paul itent me a few choice morsels from ham Rumanian paatrama, or cheese, or ripe olives, sad tt i gratifying to observe thai Harvey atnadced hiti I after sampling them. Toward tJhe end of the win we had definitely formed the habit of havingne more step toward becoming an American. It was true that / mowed
